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Introduction. Lancaster Church Yard. Contemplations. Church. 
Vicar Manby described. His wonderful voice. Judge Eyre*s 
Monument. View from the Sundial described. Contemplations. 
Lune. Contemplations. Place and Time. Their associations, 
why so affecting in certain circumstances. Ruins, why affecting. 
Church Bells, why their music affects so powerfully. The Old 
Grammar School. Its locality accounted for. A very striking 
passage from the Book of Job illustrated in connection there- 
with. Holidays how observed there in former times. Attend- 
ance at Church on those days. Its powerful religious effect. 
Richard Moon's gravestone and epitaph. Affecting incident of 
his death. Death of Edmund Parkinson, the old Sexton. A 
muffled Peal. Conversation with a School-fellow thereon. Going 
to School at 6 o'clock in Summer. Fine^effect thereof on the 
mind described. Recollections of School-fellows affecting. 
Richard Owen described. His peculiar genius described. William 
Whewell, His wonderful Intellect. His great Works. Peculiar 
Excellence of his Moral Works. Conscience, its amazing power 
described. The Assizes. Sheriffs and Judge's Procession 
described. Majesty of Law. Learning and Elegance associated 
with the Assizes and the Bar. The peculiar benefit thence 
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resulting to Lancaster in former times. Crown Court described. 
Judge Bayley. His Character and Excellence described: Trial 
of a Murderer. Bayley passing Sentence of Death. Judge 
Bayley's regard for Youth. His familiar Conversations with the 
Grammar School boys. His requests for Holidays. Shire Hall 
described. Scarlett and Brougham. Their different Eloquence 
described and compared. Scarlett's peculiar Excellence described. 
Brougham's Eloquence in general. The condemned Murderer 
left for Execution. The Execution Scene. Peculiarly affecting 
circumstances attending Executions at Lancaster described. 
Robert Housman. His Character and Excellence described. His 
Separation from the world. Unfavourable tendencies of the 
Clergy of our day. Folly of patronising amusements. Principles 
of right Education unchangeable. Modern novelties condemned. 
Abuse of the word "Festival." Housman*s Heavenliness. His 
Preaching. Reason of its wonderful efficacy. His Solemnity of 
Look, Voice, Manner, Words. The essential outward expression 
of inward Holiness. The Judgment Day. Former inhabitants 
of Lancaster assembled at the Bar of God. What qualities then 
most precious. Evefiing. Evening of Life. Death. Sunset 
Heaven. 
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Scene: Lancaster Church Yard. 
Time: Summer afternoon till Sunset. 



jEARY with wandering in the desert world, 
Gladly I turn to thee, old Lancaster, 
And view thy hoary towers and calm retreats. 
Retrace thy lovely glades, and quiet scenes 
Of rural blessedness, and sauntering go 
Along thy verdant banks, delightful Lune : 
Once more revisit all the pretty spots 
Sacred to youth and earliest memory. 
And all the blissful charms of innocence. 
Life's freshest, purest, sweetest holidays : lO 
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But chief that sacred Hill, on which thy Church 

Stands nobly, and the fragrant names around 

From many a lettered tombstone softly breathe. 

And claim the tear of silent sympathy, 

And all the past comes floating o'er the soul 

In waves of gentlest sorrow ; — here alone 

At evening, oh ! how sweet to walk among 

The hallowed footsteps of departed days. 

And in a dream of bliss to meet the shades 

Of those we loved, and prized, and honoured most ; 20 

Here orphans, as we droop in placid woe, 

Somehow we seem to be at home once more. 

And see and hear those precious ones again, 

And in a trance are carried up to heaven. 

Enter the Church, the service is begun, 
What silvery tones come floating on my ear I 
How finely solemn rings that tuneful voice 
Now sweet, subdued, lulled to the gentlest fall, 
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Like whispers trickling from a Seraph's tongue, 
Still, clear, inimitably soft, 30 

Now swelling louder, firmer, mightier, till, 
In one impetuous gush of harmony. 
Floods of rich sound wake music all around. 

Whence comes it ? I will look; that fine old man 
With brilliant 'eye, quick glancing, keen and shrewd. 
Hardly sedate or tranquil, piercing, — now 
Composed a little, — flashing then on all 
Unsteady restless gazes, feverish light : 
Thin silvery hair, as with a circlet, crowns 
His hoary head, else bald, his lips compressed 40 
Smooth, delicate in outline, firm yet calm, 
Oft wreathing with involuntary smiles. 
Which with a natural fitfulness would stream 
Over his sun-lit features ; you would think 
He looked upon you with a cheering glance 
Of radiant recognition, as 'tween friends, 
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Oh ! Manby ! while the Church of Lancaster 
Dwells in my memory, thou shalt ever be 
Still Vicar there ; — the voice, the form, the man. 
Have stamped their image on the Parish Church. 50 

. Turn to the North ; behind thePulpit rests, 
Sculptured against the wall, a marble bust, 
The image of a Judge, with eye serene 
Though closed, as Art is used to draw the dead ; 
Those placid lips, and looks composed and grave ; 
That dress, that habit, that whole solemn mien, 
How well they show the Genius of the Bench ; 
Still seems the virtuous lawyer to preside 
Over his Court in conscious dignity. 
And so, when solemn music pealed along 60 

Those stately aisles, and eyes were turned to heaven, 
And every sound re-echoed in the heart 
Angelic minstrelsy, in childhood's prime, 
When thinking little what devotion meant, 
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To me that Judge seemed present as in life : 
But far from earthly courts he's snatched away, 
To face the dread tribunal in the skies ; 
No more for him the trumpeters shall sound 
On earth, — th' Archangel's trump shall sound from 
heaven. 

Now take your station by that solemn porch 70 
Near the sun-dial, on whose lofty steps 
Many a long summer's day I've sauntered through, 
Lost in deep wonder at the stirring scene. 
And oft with straining eye to the far west 
Have followed many a sun to other lands. 
Sighing to look, like it, beyond the waves. 
What balminess is in the evening air 
Of summer ; an etherial radiance sits 
Upon the tranquil sky ; bright feathery clouds 
Float soft above, and sweetly-soothing sounds, 80 
Like angel-voices, seem to call to heaven. 
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From Blackcomb to the Landmark stretch your 
eye; 
How grand yon everlasting hills preside 
Over the northern bounds ; an easy slope 
Descends to Furness ; then you rest on Piel. 
Here the bright Bay extends its placid waves, 
Now shining in a blaze of golden light, 
And here and there a white speck comes in sight 
Of some far-distant sail, while others fade 
And disappear, like voyagers in life. 90 

Oh ! welcome weary sailors to the shore ! 
So may you safely gain the port of heaven ! 

Lune, like a line of silver, threads the vale 
Below, while in the landscape far and nsar 
Affecting histories crowd thick around 
Each intervening object ; knowledge streams 
From every point of the enrapturing scene^ 
Past incidents of every moving kind 
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Chequer each bosomed hamlet ; every hill 

Some spectred vision haunts ; there's not a tree 100 

But has its melting memory ; saddening thoughts 

Cluster around each vale, and mantling dreams 

Of joy or sorrow hang round every Hall ; 

There's not a wood that rises in my view 

But has its touching tale of sympathy. 

Oh ! Place and Time in which a mortal lives 
Or dies ; for this, how hallowed ye become, 
Simply for this, that in you lived or died 
An heir of immortality, a soul 
Whose being stretches beyond Place or Time. no 
This gives to every spot of earth a tongue, 
Where signs of human dwellings meet the eye. 
And lends to matter immaterial Forms, 
And spirits glide insensibly along. 
And sigh or whisper in the rustling wind. 
And Nature wears a spiritual air, 
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And Time is linked to Eternity. 

Why, when I see a distant village spire, 

Or rustic Church or antiquated house, 

Or shapeless ruin of the olden days, 120 

Does gentle sorrow seize me ? Why within 

Does feeling melt in tender languishing ? 

Why weeps my heart in drooping tearfulness ? 

Where now are those, a voice within me cries, 

Who lived and worshipped here, and bought 

And sold, and married wives, and tilled the. land, 

Planted and builded, died and passed away ? 

Why lived they, toiled they, died and passed away ? 

And what to them is now the busy scene 

Of mortal life on earth, and what to them 130 

The meaning of Existence, what Death's mystery ? 

What have they now of all their former cares. 

Of all they aimed at, prized, and struggled for ? 

The grand discovery's made ; — this life's a school 

For Heaven, " One thing is needful" ; what shall all 
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The gains of this world profit any man, 
If at the last his soul shall sink to Hell, 
And "dying die" for aye the second death ? 

What music now enravishes my soul, 
Steals so delightfully upon my ear, 140 

Unlocks the inward treasures of rich thought, 
Stirs every latent memory of the past. 
Like magic lifts the curtain that divides 
The several stages of my former life. 
Obliterates the slow vestiges of Time, 
And in one rapid instant centers all ? 
Sweet Bells of Eve, I know- your thrilling sounds ; 
Oft have ye raised my spirit to the skies. 
And charmed me into ecstacy ; oft on wings 
As if of angels ye have gently borne 150 

My longing soul to glory and to God. 
Well might I think you blest, for blest indeed 
To me has been your melody ; kind monitors ! 
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Voices divine have issued from your tongues, 
And sweetly whispered of eternal things, 
Drawn me away from mortal blandishments, 
Waked holy aspirations, bid me court 
Companionship with Spirits, learn to live 
In sight of the Invisible, to take short flights 
Upward, and practise the ascent to Heaven. i6o 

The voices of the many-tuned waves 
Urged gently to the shore at eventide, 
Or the soft rustling of the leaves of trees 
In some secluded wood, where vernal airs 
Just stir the new-born foliage, move the mind 
With feelings not dissimilar to those 
Which ripple o'er the soul when church-bells chime : 
Time and its solemn incidents alike 
In all come up with overpowering force, 
And through the inward theatre of thought 170 

Spread the intensest charms of sacred gloom : 
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Soft rills of loving grief burst out afresh 
For those whose faces we shall see no more 
On earth, but whom we hope to see in heaven ; 
And every tender passage of their life 
Rises in holier beauty, every, word 
Of old endearment uttered long ago 
Revives its precious echoes, and once more 
Home's blessed image kindles bright again. 

Why do these several sounds thus bring to 
view i8o 

Time passed, and all the hallowed scenery 
Of youth, and distant days, and e'en the world's 
Primeval history ; and ancient saints 
And sages, poets and philosophers, 
Heroes, and mighty men, in all their fields 
Of varied action, crowd upon the stage 
Of inward vision dim and shadowy ; 
Whate'er they were in life, all reyerend now, 
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Reverend for being dead; for being dead, 

The solemn calm light of Eternity 190 

Stamps all alike with awfulness ; we feel 

Their lot is cast for ever, — bliss or woe. 

A natural tendency there is in man 
External motions to associate 
With spiritual causes, and to make 
The seen an emblem of the unseen world : 
But chiefly Music has this property 
To spiritualise Nature ; and the more. 
The mpre it has of mystery, as when 
We see not from what instrument it comes, 200 

Nor who's the player; as, in the surging tide, 
Or quivering trees, 'tis not each single wave. 
Nor leaf, that makes the general harmony. 
But the combined vibrations of them all 
In concert, whose full quire we cannot see ; 
And most of all in Music of Church Bells 
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This cause prevails ; for here we cannot see 

Material instrument at all ; there stands 

The tower alone in its stern majesty, 

The lonely keep of Spirits, as it seems 210 

To fancy, and the varied mellow tones 

Their voices blended in soft minstrelsy : 

Thus, Spirits once suggested to the mind, 

Swiftly to their abode we pass, beyond 

The flood of Time ; we think of whence, and what 

They are, — their forms, their habits, and their destiny. 

What changeful days we live in ; the old School 
That rested in that hollow, now no more 
Keeps company with the Church ; our fathers thought 
Such fellowship essential to the good 220 

Of both ; Schools holding to the Parish Church 
The same relation as the Church to Heaven ; 
They trained for holy living, she prepares 
For Holy Dying ; both alike prepare 
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For Life, for Death, for Immortality. 

Thus Learning with Religion in their view, 

Was bound by closest ties ; for Learning gave 

Her children to religion ; she again 

To them and to their Nursery ever gave 

Her light, hqr solace, her society, 230 

Blest was the sound, when on each festive morn 
The bell struck up the saintly Holy-day : 
Then cheerfully, all lessons laid aside, 
They form the glad procession to the Church, 
Happy yet reverent ; no unholy sound, 
No noisy exclamation rends the air, 
Of giddy mirth, as now so oft we hear 
On holidays, no longer kept for saints, 
How different from those Holy-days of old. 

[240 
A pause ; — they reach the porch ; then siknt &U 

Enter within ; how solemn ! e'en the walls 
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Reflect a sacred grandeur ; the high arch 

Pointed, and resting on the stable base 

Of venerable pillars, stamped with age, 

Carries the thoughts above, and fills the mind 

With great ideas ; sculptured monuments ^ 

Bring up before the eye the awful dead 

T' instruct the living ; every chiselled form 

Wears an unearthly look, and inly speaks 

Of blest realities, far, far away, 250 

Amid the wonders of the world to come. 

" Whence cometh Wisdom, then," the patriarch 
cried, 
The Patriarch Seer of the land of Uz, 
" And Understanding, where hath it its place ?" 
" 'Tis not in me," the billowy depths declare, 
** Nor yet in me," replies the hoary sea, 

* The gold of Ophir cannot purchase it, 

* The Onyx, or the Sapphire, or the gem 
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' Of Crystal brilliant, cannot equal it ; 

' Nor ^Ethiopia's Topaz, nor all pearls, 260 

* Corals nor Rubies can with it compare, 
' Silver and jewels of the finest gold, 

* Mention them not ; Wisdom transcends them all. 
' Wisdom,' where shall we find it then ? oh say, 

' Where is the place of Understanding, where ? 

* From every living thing 'tis hid, kept close 

* From all the winged tenants of the air : 

' A Voice : " who then reveals the mystery ?" 

Could you have thought it ? it is Death who speaks. 

And dark Destruction echoes the grim sound ; 270 

*' We with our ears have heard the fame thereof" 

What ! Death report of Wisdom ! — does it not ? 

" Death, Death alone all eloquent can prove 

" What dust we dote on when 'tis man we love :" 

" Mors sola," saith the bard of ancient days, 

" Fatetur quantula sint hominum 

" Corpuscula:" Death teaches us to know 
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Ourselves, — the Wisdom that came down from 

heaven. 

To teach Self-knowledge, well it was to place 

[280 
The School so near the Churchyard, and where youth 

Learn the beginning, — there to teach the end. 

Knowledge, if of the earth, to earth must come, 

Descend into the grave, decline and die ; 

But Christ's Pure Truth illuminates the tomb. 

Sheds lustre upon death, and points the soul 

To endless Happiness beyond the grave ; 

Teaches the Resurrection ; how man's being. 

In soul and body, shall stand up again, 

The Soul in awful Hades reappear. 

To just men Paradise, to sinners Hell ; 290 

While from the dust the Body shall arise, 

The righteous like Christ with glory crowned, 

All pure and bright in radiant loveliness, 

Ripe for the joys of everlasting life ; 

The wicked all in horror, black, and primed 
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For death eternal, everlasting night. 

Against the Steeple, on the western side. 
Stood once a simple headstone, now laid low, 
And even with the ground ; here fathers paused 
And told their children with a tearful eye 300 

What fate befell a schoolboy of their time, 
Poor Richard Moon ; The summer holidays 
Had just begun ; he with a buoyant heart 
And spirits flushed with joy and youthful hope. 
With glad companions sped his merry way 
Down to the Lune, to frolic in the waves. 
Alas ! that happy face came back no more. 
His holidays are over ; all is fled 
Of earthly hope, that seemed just now to reach 
Far onward through a vista of long years ; 310 

All vanished like a dream ; one swimming game , 
Has played away the single card of life ! 
No piteous epitaph to mourning calls 
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The quiet gazer ; but the month, the day, 

Speak tenderly to schoolboys, as the year 

Spoke to our fathers, who with melting heart 

Interpreted the Text that ends the tale ; 

A short one, how oft heard by Richard Moon, 

How often by myself in this Church-yard, 

Stealing aside from play to see and hear 320 

A funeral solemnity ; — a Prayer-Book text 

It is ; even now thy deep-toned voice I seem, 

Rowley, to hear beginning, " In the midst 

Of life we are in death ;" here have I lingered oft 

And oft may linger yet to learn again 

A father's lesson from a playmate's grave. 

Beside the steeple door, when on a tomb 
Seated with a companion thoughtfully, 
Well I remember, as we softly talked. 
How melting music of a muffled peal 330 

Rung out in strange reverberating note^ 
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Mysteriously solemn, like a dirge 

Deep-sounding from the distant awful shore 

Of dread Eternity ; it was the funeral 

Of the old Sexton, Edmund Parkinson : 

Oft had he tolled the dismal passing-bell 

For Others ; oft in thrilling peals. had joined 

With his companions right merrily, 

Or on the festive or the bridal morn : 340 

His own turn now is come; those solemn sounds 

Wake the same music o'er his mantled bier, 

But sadder, softer, deeper than before, 

For he their head is gone ; they ring his requiem. 

" When we are gone," observed my class-fellow. 

With tearful sensibility imprest, 

And deeper thought than youthful, (such a scene 

Lifts e'en the mind of youth to manliness) 

** When we are gone," said he, " shall such a peal, 

*' Be rung for us" ? " No, no," said I, '' 'twill not, 350 

** A ringer's honors will not be for us," 
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" Up with the lark," — this was our motto then, 
In summer, ere the dews of night had left 
The hoary fields, while still the Mom's first blush 
Reddened the eastern sky, and Day's young breath 
Wafted refreshing fragrance through the air, 
At six o'clock to school ! oh ! this was health. 
Health to the body, to the mind as well, 
To meet the breezes of the summer sky 
Cool from the lap of night, ere yet the birds 360 

Had ceased their orisons, and every sound 
From fields or lanes, from trees or shady springs. 
Unmixed with worldly murmurs, floated clear 
Through the pjire heavens ; then to see, each morn, 
That glorious view, of river, hill, and bay. 
Draped loveliest at the virgin hour of prime, 
And early salutation's sweetest smile 
Beam from the face of nature on the mind, 
A blessed prelude this to studies, this 
Was natural inspiration, and impressed 370 
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A heavenly redolency on the soul, 

That every thought perfumed throughout the day 

With holy incense of the better land, 

O ! glowing faces of my school-fellows, 
Calmly ye shine in tender memory. 
And radiant with youth, all as of old 
Exuberant with life's incipient joy. 
Still, still the same, though intervening years 
Have cast their long dark shadows o'er the scene ; 
Still, still unfading, every face the same, 380 

The form, the voice, the manners, all the same. 
Bright, buoyant, happy, young eternally. 

But ye are changed! alas! in truth how changed 
The most ; for ye have left this shadowy world ; 
Now ye have seen Eternity's wide shore, 
Where, learning, sports, and games alike unknown, 
All serious thoughts for ever fill the mind, 
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And youth, though ever youthful, always is of age. 

But some survive, and chiefly one I see, 
Amid that sportive band, the merriest then 390 

And now, in intellectual might though far 
The manliest of all, the merriest still, 
The greatest man and yet the simplest child ; 
Looking above into the highest realms 
Of Truth Eternal, yet with humblest men 
Conversing with an infant's prettiness. 

That sparkling eye I never can forget 
Then sparkling most in mirth and joyousness. 
In mischief too not seldom, shall I say. 
Mischief too merry to be mischievous. 400 

But well the brilliance of that lustrous eye 
Shewed then the Prophet of Philosophy, 
_ Nature's Interpreter, gifted to scan 
In after years the elemental types 
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Of animated forms, through every grade 

Of Analogue and and Homologue, — to trace, 

With inward eye as keen, (so correspond 

The inward and the outward face of man), 

Through the mysterious organism of life. 

The great Ideas of the Mind of God. 410 

Far seeing thus, with penetrating gaze. 
Throughout the realms of vast analogy. 
Magician-like he catches at a glance 
The fitnesses of all created things, 
And seeing but a part declares the whole : 
A single bone, touched by the Chymic rays 
Of his quick sight, reveals the perfect form 
Of some prodigious being, never seen 
Nor ever heard of in the world before. 
And crumbling relics lying all around 420 

Or fragments disinterred from under ground 
Buried for ages, — ^when he looks, appear 
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Arranged in living order; shrewdly then 
Copying the Mental Photograph, he rears 
The frames enormous of the mighty dead, 
And hails, with raptures, as it grows complete, 
The huge Dinornis of a former world. 

Before thee, Owen, too another star 

Revolving here had left a brilliant track, 

Whose glowing light had hardly passed away, 430 

Still pointing on to greatness, now like thee 

« 
Sphered in a higher heaven, to bless the world 

With guiding beams of new discovered Truth, 

Whewell, of intellect incomparable ; 

In laws of Matter or of Mind alike 

Profoundly skilled ; in letters too no less, 

In Wit, in Logic, and in Poetry. 

In the majestic compass of his mind 

The germ of every aptitude resides. 

The seed of every science lies concealed ; 440 
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Well might he teach their wondrous History, 

Bring forth their prime Ideas, and unfold 

To all posterity their glorious course. 

He mid the wheeling Planets wings his flight 

In loftiness of thought, and there descries 

What may be life's conditions, where through heat 

Excessive or defective none can live 

As mortals do on earth ; and after all 

There may be no Plurality of Worlds ; 

And Earth may be the only proper World, 450 

Where ^m^e Mind to mortal Body joined 

Can realise the experience of Man : 

No other World 'tis certain can there be 

But Earth where in Material Nature lived 

Th' Eternal Son of God and died for souls : 

This renders Earth unique, a central World, 

The Paragon of all the radiant spheres, 

Through all the heavenly orbs, unparalleled. 
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Now o'er the rolling floods he casts his eye, 
Keen-viewing, and the Tidal Wave surveys 460 

Along its bending outline, if perchance 
By numerous observations he may fix 
Its form tremendous, and assign its laws ; 
Or bridles he the rapid winds and checks 
Their terrible pride, compelling them to halt 
Till they have told their errand, — whence they come. 
And whither they are bound, and with what force 
They ride along in desolate career. 

But chiefly worthy, like the Grecian sage, 
That, from the clouds and airy heights obscure, 470 
From wanderings in the world Irrational, 
He fetched Philosophy to dwell with Man, 
To read and study Man, the inner Man, 
The springs of Heavenly Morality, 
Centre of Truth and Virtue, the pure Court 
Of Conscience, surest Oracle on earth, 
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Most dreadful Arbiter of Good and 111, 

Sole Empress of the Kalokagathon, 

The voice of God within the listening soul, 

Whose Echoes through both worlds reverberate, 480 

And what is done on earth vibrates in Heaven. 

For " if our heart condemn us, God condemns ; 

We rightly judge, for He is greater far. 

And knoweth all things ;" besides, who condemns 

Himself ? who ever sentences himself 

To misery, who could willingly forbear ? 

But we condemn ourselves, — ^we cannot help it ; 

Conscience demands this justice when we sin : 

'Tis not our servant then, — 'tis not our will 

That bids it speak, to favour, or reprove ; 490 

It judges us against our Will ; it is 

Our Master ; and we cannot grapple with it ; 

All reasonings and fancies of our own 

Pale at its gaze, and tremble in the dust ; 

It is the High Commissioner of God, 
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Then wisely, Whewell, at this lofty shrine 
Didst thou pay worship, and with reverent hands 
Assume thy Tables, and the fashion take ; 
As shewed' thee in this Mount, of thy design. 
And deeply lay, from plans divinely drawn, 500 

The Grand Foundations of Morality. 

Of all the scenes that gave to Lancaster 
And every School-boy life and joyousness. 
The Assizes none surpassed ; then every house 
Put on its best appearance ; — every street 
Shewed brilliant and fair ; on every face 
Beamed an unwonted smile, and every heart 
Thrilled with expectancy of something good ; 
And trim and gay went forth, both old and young, 
Eager to see the Sheriff and the Judge. 510 

Awful and grand, in mediaeval pomp. 
And dazzling glitter of a showy age 
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Long since expired, quaint cuts, and periwigs 

Enormous, robes of Roman amplitude, 

Of ermined scariet, slowly drawn along, 

In scutcheoned Coach, as bright as bright could be. 

Headed by rustic halberdiers, and blast 

Of trumpeters heraldic ringing shrill. 

Onward proceeds the Majesty of Law. 

[520 
What more magnificent on earth than Law ? 

To dignity and grace what more allied ? 

What carries so unchangeable a mein 

Amid all changing things ? what looks so grand ? 

For they are ministers of God who wield 

The terrors of the Law ; and Law's eternal ; 

It bears the stamp of the Omnipotent ; 

It favours, it protects, it frowns like God ; 

Impartial ever, pure, unsullied, firm. 

The Image of Celestial Equity, 
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All noble things move in the train of Law, 530 
Strong sense, sharp Wit, and learned Elegance, 
Antiquity's long roll of curious Lore ; 
And all that Talent, Wealth, and Rank can add 
Of lustre to the highest Intellect 
Adorned by Education, here unfold 
Their choicest gifts ; deep Thought and classic Taste 
Sit on the Bench and nestle at the Bar ; 
Gentility has here her proper home. 
And high Refinement with a thousand charms 
Shames every low and vulgar art away. 540 

Hence, in thy former favoured days of old, 
Shone thy peculiar splendour, Lancaster ; 
Hence thy admired politeness ; hence thy sons. 
Than all the County's denizens beside 
Gifted with finer thought and purer speech, 
In conversation, voice, and manners shewed 
Even to strangers their superior mould. 
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Now let US pass into the stately court : 
A stern and awful grandeur here invests 
The very walls and windows ; the carved roof 550 
With antique bosses ; — the dark canopy, 
With clustering pendants curiously decked, 
Capped heavily with Gothic finials ; 
Above, the picture of the Great King George, 
On prancing steed, the Castle seen afar ; 
The massive Bench beneath, and oaken chair 
Plain and yet strong, — how well they indicate 
Firm Justice, bold in her simplicity. * 

But see ! the venerable man who there 
Presides, — his calm and placid eye, unmoved 560 
By flippant wit, — ^yet streaming with a smile 
Of kindlier emotion , — full of love, 
And generous pity, apt to be bedewed 
With tears unbidden springing from the heart 
At sight of misery, the fruit of crime ; 
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That broad and tranquil brow, the very seat 

Of pure Benevolence, yet where enthroned 

Wisdom herself might sit ; — such dignity, 

Such grave serenity rest always there ; 

That mouth so moulded to give utterance 570 

To Truth and Mercy, in one holy breath 

Of sympathy ; — those wrinkled lines of age, 

Telling of weakness, and yet adding still 

To loveliness, as the first yellow leaves 

Add loveliness to Autumn ; we reflect 

On the declining year, when every flower 

Shall withering lie, and Winter be as Death. 

But oh ! that voice, so tender yet so grave, 

Earnest yet tremulous, — now faint and slow, 

Labouring and choked as if beneath the weight 580 

Of gushing feelings, — anxious for the Truth, 

Yet for its issue melting with regret. 

Assuming now the Cap, the fatal sign 
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Of Death, with look subdued, and tears that speak 
The hidden anguish of his melting soul. 
Towards the pale convict his dejected eye 
He turns, and fixt in breathlessness awhile, 
Pauses, — ^while awful silence waits to hear : 
But not a sound ! still a dead pause ! — at last 
' Prisoner', he says, and then can say no more ; 590 
Startled at his own voice, — his quivering lips 
Shrink from the task ; — his trembling tongue 

overpowered 
Scarce murmurs a faint whisper ; broken sounds 
Hardly articulate float mournfully 
Like dying echoes ; — I can hear no more 
Save one or two the last, but those the best, 
Pointing to Heaven, — " have mercy on your soul." 

Oh ! Bayley, sweet as woman, yet with all 
Man's noblest virtues gifted, still thy name 
And the Assizes ever in my mind 600 
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Shall be associated, — still thy form 

Adorn that solemn Hall, and still thy voice 

Awake Compassion's Music ; — tell of Truth, 

Mercy, and Piety, all blent in one; 

The firmest Judge, and yet the tenderest man. 

E'en children loved him ; he was known to all ; 

Known as the friend of youth ; for oft would he 

Engage them in discourse familiarly, 

Sauntering along the Parade, at early walk 

On summer's morning, and oft test their skill 610 

With subtle questions on some knotty point 

Of Greek, or Latin, or of Historj'. 

Not seldom would he pleasantly suggest 

The fitness of a Holiday, to hear 

Some trial of deep interest, — thus warned 

And gently lured by so much winning grace, 

E'en the most bashful caught the Judge's hint, 

And seized the moment to ask what he long 

Had wished but knew not how; "would my Lord grant 
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The favor to request for them a day 620 

Of Liberty ;" no sooner said than done ; 
Smiles and nods give consent, and many a cheer 
Greeted ere long Judge Bayley's holiday. 

Now go into the great Arena, where 
Great men are pitched against each other, — go, 
Where the fierce battle rages, — ^where the war 
Of Eloquence bums hot from mom to night ; 
There, in the proud Shire Hall, prove TuUy's word, 
Whether that man may not exist at all. 
The Perfect Orator, of consummate Art, 630 

To move or curb the passions at his will ; 
Or whether fortune shall present him you 
Armed cap-a-pie in Scarlett or in Brougham. 

Now take a look at Scarlett ; is this he ? 
The Champion Orator ? so soft, so tame. 
So smooth in tongue, in features so unmoved. 
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So actionless, so passionless, so small 

In verbiage, — so destitute of force, 

Of pathos, beauty, and sublimity ? 

This is too feeble for the man we seek ; 640 

More of a woman's blandness see we here 

Than manly oratory. But observe 

Like woman he persuades ; — he is persuasive ; 

What if he has the softness, — he has too 

The potent charm, — the winning Parphasis, 

Which, as old Homer says, though woman's art, 

Hath stolen the mind of e'en the wisest man. 

Mark, how he gains his point, — how he beguiles 

The Jury of their proper senses, — how 

He makes them think just what it pleases him 650 

To say ; — creeping into their very hearts 

He steals their wits away, and gets their verdict. 

Is this Eloquence ? rather is it hot 

Persuasiveness, downright Persuasiveness, 

And nothing more ? But is not this same thing 
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What TuUy looked for in his Orator ? 

No doubt, but more, much more. Still you must grant 

Here is the essential thing, — Persuasiveness : 

And since by many qualities a man 

May be persuasive, there must therefore be 660 

Of Oratory many kinds, and here is one. 

So long as Human Nature loves to yield 

To coaxing, wheedling, glozing, and such arts, 

So long will a soft tongue seem eloquent : 

So long will such as Scarlett rule the Bar. 

But turn to Brougham ; we have grandeur here. 
And majesty of Truth and Sentiment, 
High Passion, lofty Sense, strong Argument, 
Poised by the noblest Action ; all is fire. 
And strength, impetuous, magnificent ; 670 

Nature herself with high-souled energy 
Driving the shafts of Truth right to the heart, 
Fearless of all untoward consequence. 
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Cunning might teach him better how to win 

Triumphs from Juries ; — but he seeks not these 

Except by Truth's own Victory ; that alone 

Seems Honour in his eyes ; hence he persuades 

None but the good ; none else can Truth persuade : 

All but the good love Flattery, not Truth ; 

They love what ministers to their conceit, 680 

What tickles Self-Complacency, and makes 

Themselves seem wonderful in their own eyes. 

He who would be in favour with The Twelve, 

Must court them, flatter them, try all he can 

To fill them with a most delightful sense 

Of their importance ; or he may display 

Whatever powers beside, or talents, all 

In vain ; may please, astonish, strike, 

O'erwhelm with admiration of his parts. 

Even convince, yet withal not persuade. 690 

So is it too in Preaching ; — not the best. 

Nor mightiest in exhibiting the Truth 
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Are most in favour or most popular, 
But they who, often with a show of Truth, 
Keep people most in humour with themselves : 
Still he's the greatest Orator, who holds 
Most Truth, most Strength, most Nature in his 
Thoughts ; [correspond. 

Whose Words, whose Looks, whose Gestures 
All steeped in Intellect, — all genuine 
Conceptions of the Heart, — all full of zeal 700 

Not for a Victory, but for Truth itself. 
Such, Brougham, was thy Eloquence, and such 
Was that which Tully pictured ;— always great. 
Lofty, and dignified ; — never disjoined 
From Truth, from Honour, from Sincerity, 

The flag is lowered from 'the Keep ; the Judge 
Is gone, — the Courts are closed, — the Combatants 
Of Law and Rhetoric have left the scene 
Of their high contests ; every one who sought 
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Reward or Pleasure has now disappeared, 710 

Chagrined or gratified ; — but one remains, 

On whose dark soul the world is closed ; — alone. 

Condemned, and friendless, in his gloomy cell 

He waits his wretched exit ; life to him 

Is ended ; all its vain struggles over ; 

His part is acted ; — murder was its end ; 

One hour's sweet rage has ruined him for ever. 

Alas ! that man in one short hour should do 

What he must bitterly repent him of 

For ever ; and in one brief passionate gust 720 

Of Pleasure drink in everlasting Pains ! 

Hark ! 'tis the awful bell, — the fatal hour 
Is come ; — I hear the unrelenting door 
Grate on its cruel hinges ; a grim wretch 
Creeps forth, looks up, — and then sneaks back again, 
Coward-like, conscious how the whole world hates 
The hangman, with a heart as hard as stone. 
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Once more he comes, — and, with the gentlest tread, 

The culprit after him, — so placid now 

In look, in gesture, who but lately sprang 730 

Infuriate on his victim ; — tyrant — death ! 

How dost thou quench men's passions, stifle wrath — 

Tear out the fangs of hot revenge, — throw down 

Proud malice in the dust, — strike the cold heart 

With horror, — ^the numb limbs with helplessness. 

But look ! oh ! anguish ! what a touching scene. 
To meet a man upon the dreary verge 
Of such a death ; — ^what a fine holy vision 
To catch the chill sense for the last farewell 
Of earth ; — the Church, Churchyard, the monu- 
ments 740 
Of those who died in Christ, — in heavenly calm 
And peace ; — the distant view of the bright bay, 
And everlasting hills in placid beauty ! 
Oh ! this is overwhelming, — such an image 
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Of Heaven, in the midst of such a Hell ! 

The Church and blessed Sabbaths, how oft scorned ! 

The peaceful Churchyard, where he must not lie, 

The cl^ar blue waters, — in his own rough sea. 

The eternal hills he cannot hope to ascend ! 

Oh ! this is woe more bitter far than death. 750 

See ! there is Rowley, all in white, — his book 

Held tremulous, — a few faint murmuring sounds 

I hear ; — he moves away ;— a breathless pause 

Of chilling silence ! then a plunge, — and all is over. 

Of HousMAN when I think, I think of Heaven ; 
HousMAN and Heaven as with a golden chain 
Were ever linked together in my mind ; 
To me that name and glory were the same ; 
So undisturbed he seemed by common cares, 
So unconcerned about all earthly strifes, 760 

So utterly unmoved by worldly aims. 
So dead to all the vanities of life ; 
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The charms of mere existence were to him 

As phantoms ; — human hopes or fears 

Scarce stirred the deep calm of his holy mind ; 

Of Heaven he seemed more conscious than of earth ; 

And more to live with angels than with men ; 

And nearer intercourse to have with God 

Than with his friends : thus dwelling in the mount 

Of God, like Moses, his meek countenance 770 

Assumed a tranquil cast of heavenly blessedness, 

That of itself with far more touching force 

Spake of Religion than a thousand sermons : 

His looks, his air, his voice, his attitudes. 

Alike reflecting godliness, conveyed 

A spiritual impression to the soul, 

And made it sensible of things divine, 

And wrapt it in an awe of th' unseen world. 

And filled it with convictions of the nearness 

Of dread Eternity, ere from his lips the Truth 780 

Had carried understanding to the mind. 
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His whole life was the picture of a Christian ; 

You might read Christ in every sight of him ; 

Such a reality of earnest Faith, 

Sweet, simple, unpretending, serious, calm. 

Pervaded every look, and every word. 

That you felt quite transfigured in his presence, 

And lifted up with secret consciousness 

Of a far purer world ; you felt ashamed 

Of sin, and made an inward firm resolve 790 

To sin no more ; enamoured with the charms 

Of Holiness, the bright similitude 

Of God, the very air and light of Heaven. 

To be a pastor was his highest joy. 

If rightly we appreciate the office ; 

Not by kind words, and smiles, and courtesies, 

And bland attentions and civilities, 

Which any well-bred gentleman can shew. 

And even knaves may imitate, — the garb 

Not seldom of downright frivolity, 8oo 
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And worldliness of heart, — undeAhe name 

Of a polite and elegant address. 

Concealing vanity and selfishness. 

Mere visiting he hated, if alone 

Self-pleasing or men-pleasing were thereby, 

As is too common, gratified and soothed. 

Whether by social or religious talk : 

But when he visited, 'twas in the name 

Of Christ, as the Ambassador of Heaven, 

To teach, convince, and edify the soul ; 8io 

Into the wounded heart to pour the oil 

Of joy, and raise the drooping thoughts above 

The cares and troubles of this lower world, 

To that calm scene where sorrow is unknown. 

« 
Such a bright pattern of a Man of God 
When shall I see again ? our Clergy now 
Favour the world too much, too much adapt 
Their manners and their ways to worldly views ; 
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Move too much among men,— too readily 

Fall in with human schemes, with too much ease 820 

Conform to fashion, — and affect the tastes 

That rule the age, — too much at home 

With politicians and adventurers 

Of every class, who have some novelty 

To broach, on which to build a character. 

Some fresh idea upon which to found 

Their fortunes, or to rest a dubious claim 

To style themselves the patrons of mankind. 

The principles of true Reform must be 

Ever the same since Christ delivered them ; 830 

The rules of Education cannot change. 

If we accept the Gospel for our guide; 

Man's real good, — his proper happiness, 

Can never vary with the varying shades 

Of secular opinion. Christian Love, 

The only basis of Philanthropy 

That's worth the name, from age to age abides 
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Immutable : but yet the world is full 

Of new pretensions to ameliorate 

The state of man ; and from the Senate Hall, 840 

Through every intermediate social link, 

To every cottage hearth, we hear those names 

Harped on eternally. Progress, Reform, 

Social Well-being, Education, 

And even Recreation ; in our age 

Ev'n this is thought to need a marshalling 

Of systematic rule by public men ; 

And Ministers of Christ must patronize 

Shows, and diversions, and festivities. 

This is the Catechism for children now, 850 

How to make merry and to play the best, 

And those, who were but lately taught to shun 

" The pomps and vanities of this wicked world," 

Are now instructed in these verj' arts 

By gentlemen in 'black as Catechists ; 

And now the sacred name of Festival 
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Is given to a worldly gala day. 

Not in the Church is pleasure looked for, where, 

In fellowship with God and saints, our sires 

Were taught to look for it, when precious truths, 860 

Recurring with the solemn holyday, 

Shed joy celestial over serious minds, 

Lifting the curtain of Eternity, 

To let in light upon the troubled thoughts 

Of anxious mortals from the realms of bliss. 

Pleasure with them was Holiness and Heaven, 

Nearness to glory and the better land. 

Communion with the blessed Church above, 

" To sit in heavenly places with Christ Jesus,'* 

And to anticipate by faith the day, 870 

When, from this mortal prison-house, the soul. 

As on the pinions of a dove, should fly 

Away, and be at rest in that sweet home. 

For ever, in the family of God. 

But not on Sundays, nor on Holydays 
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Commemorative of the Truth of Christ, 

Arid of the lives and deaths of righteous men 

Who fought the fight of faith, and won the crown. 

Nor in Religious offices at all, 

Is Pleasure sought for, nor is thought to spring 880 

From spirittMl Good ; but, tired with these, 

We turn away our minds to empty scenes 

Of worldly merriment, and call this Joy, 

And Recreation, gind a Festival ; 

But holy men, when wearied with the world. 

Turned to Religion and the fragrant names 

Of Jesus and His Church ; and here they found 

A banquet for the soul ; this was their Feast, 

An image of the Heavenly Festival, 

The Marriage-supper of the Lamb of God. 890 

Such, HousMAN, were thy sweetest pleasures, such 
Thy pure enjoyments ; — intercourse with God, 
Anticipation of celestial bliss, 
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Converse by faith with the Redeemed above, 

Unceasing access to the throne of God. 

Hence the persuasive fervour of his tongue ; 

What he knew well he spoke, and testified 

What he had seen ; the visions of his soul. 

Kindled in Paradise, streamed forth in words 

Of beauteous light, — pictures of heavenly things, 900 

Reflected from the Courts of Glory, filled 

With patterns of the New Jerusalem. 

Grave was his speech and tranquil, solemn, slow. 

Pure, unadorned, s^nd simple, — chaste and mild, 

Plain as a child's, yet fit for Gabriers tongue, 

For strength, for depth, for calm intensity; 

Not measured by the rules of Rhetoric, 

Nor formed on models of schofastic art ; 

No pomp, nor fitful energy of tones, 

Nor vehement expressions, nor loud bursts 910 

Of passionate declamation, which befit 

The Bar, the Senate, or the Theatre, 
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Where themes of worldly import are discussed, 

And earthly feelings roused ; but not the Church, 

Where Angels are the witnesses, and Christ 

Affords His special Presence : but divine 

Solemnity invested every word ; 

We have no other word by which to mark ' 

The Style that's fit for Preachers but this one 

Solemnity, — Solemnity, — that serious, grave, 920 

And earnest modulation of the voice, 

Even, and soft, and slow, bespeaking fear. 

And awe, and dread of the Great Majesty 

Of Him who there looks on, — into whose ear 

The preached word rejected or received. 

Ascends a savour or of death or life. 

Determining the Balance of the Will 

Of God to wrath or never-dying Love : 

Solemnity, — in manner, as in words ; 

The looks, the gestures, the whole bearing stamped [930 

With the dread image of Eternity. 
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This must be real, — 'tis inimitable : 
Of other tempers there are counterfeits. 
But Heavenliness of mind can only be 
Imprinted on the manners by itself ; 
No other Physiognomon can impart 
Its image but its own Reality. 
Solemnity is the reflected beam 
Of Heavenliness, and this the Light of God. 
This was tlie secret of his wondrous power 940 

To strike the sinner or to cheer the saint ; 
They saw alike he was a messenger 
From God ; — they saw, — they felt Solemnity, 
Solemnity for ever circling him, 
Too pure a light for earth, the Glory of Bright 
Heaven. 

In that Great Day, when all the deeds of men 
Shall naked lie before the Bar of God, 
Amid th' assembled world, stript of the hues 
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Which gave them a false glitter V whose shall tTieii- 
Shine brightest, — look the worthiest? ' who shall 
seem < .. . g^o 

The greatest, noblest ? Not the man who raised 
The hugest pile of wealth, whose fortune lowered 
Highest above his neighbours' — ^who, in show ' 

And pomp of outward circumstance decked out. 
Held his head loftiest o'er the meaner crowd 
Of sinning mortals ; nor the man whose skill. 
Urged by inventive genius, led the way 
To paths of grand discovery, whereby * 

Trade flourished, and the arts of industry ; * 

Nor yet the man whose intellectual power, 960- 

McJuntbd'on vigorous pinions^ of bold thought, . t 
Searched all the mountains of resplendent Truth, 
And from the regions of fair. :Seience fetched 
Wisdoni's most charming treasiires ; no, — but- diey 
Whose mind, whose words, whose deeds reflecteS 
'most' • * ' •-•'' ^ '..:!.; '. 
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Of godlike purity, who made- the most . , 

In love with Holiness, who saw their works, ■ - - ^ 
And glorified their Father in the Heavens. . . 
These are the wise that shall hereafter shin^ 
Bright as. the firmament, when this vain world, 970 
With all its hopes and fond. anxieties, ^ , . 

Has vanished into everlasting, night 

Neither thy merchants, Lancaster, nor. yet . . 
Thy famed philosophers shall lift thee up . . . . 
Above the general wreck ; no, nor thy name , . 
Of princely glory, nor thy martial men 
Of old renown, shall save thee from the doom 
Of earth expiring ; — but thy precious, saints, - ^ 
. Thy Holy Ones of God ;— these,— " these, shall be 
Thy Resurrection ;" these shall represent . 980 
The good old town even in Eternity. 

Oh ! placid eye of Eve, I cannot view . 
Thy waning lustre, but I sec in thee 
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The evening of life, — the latter end 

Of this frail being, — the final close 

Of earthly aspirations, — the dark hour 

Of mortal consciousness, — the Experience 

Of Dying, — the last farewell of the world ! 

But oh ! that golden orb, — so gloriously, 

So peacefully, beneath the western wave, 990 

So softly sinking from this tranquil scene. 

With fringes of bright clouds, as with a quire 

Of Seraphim attending, — how it speaks 

Of a far purer sunset, brighter far. 

Where angels form the glittering retinue 

Of luminous clouds, far streaming on the verge 

Of the high Heaven of Heavens, when the meek soul 

Departing glows with holy radiance, 

And mounts into the arms of hosts enrobed 

With Immortality, and golden harps 1000 

Strike up a welcome to the happy shore. 

This placid eve bespeaks a brilliant rising ; 
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He, who at dying shines in Jesu's Grace, 
Shall in His Glory rise, and shine for ever. 
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/. 47. — John Manby, A.M. , Vicar of Lancaster for 38 years ; died 1844. 

/. 51. — The monument of Judge Eyre, who died on the Circuit, at 
Lancaster. 

/. 82. — The Landmark on Rossall Point, at the entrance to the Wyre. 

/. 86. — Morecambe Bay. 

/. 217. — The Grammar School formerly adjoined the Church-yard, 
being situated on the -slope of the hill to the west. 

/. 252. — Job xxviii. The passage in the Book of Job is full of sub- 
lime grandeur. The style is dramatic, and wonderfully moving. 
After the question had been repeatedly put concerning the 
origin and nature of Wisdom, at last, as in the midst of the 
deepest silence of the listening world. Death and Destruction 
are represented as exclaiming, " We have heard the fame thereof 
with our ears." Death shews the end of man, and the knowledge 
of this when duly thought on becomes the highest wisdom. 

/. 273. — Pope. Eloisa to Abelard. 

/. 275.— Juv, Sat. X. 173. The Latin, from its use of Diminutives, 
has a beauty of expressiveness which is untranslatable. The 
sense is, 

•* Deathf death alone, confession makes ; 

What foor^ frail things men'^ bodies are /*' 
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/. 290. — The Greek word Hades, like the Hebrew -Scheol, being used 

to denote the state of the dead body, as well as of the departed 

soul, may mean, in English, either * the Graye,' or * Paradise, 

. or * Hell,* according as the sense of the passage where it occurs 

may require. 

/. 323. — Joseph Rowley, A.M., Curate of the Parish Church, Master 
of the Grammar School, Chaplain of the Castle, and Perpetual'. 
Curate of Stalmine, died 1864. 

/. 389. — In this and the following description I have attempted to 
give a philosophical account of the peculiar excellencies for which 
our distinguished townsmen have rendered themselves so emi-, 
nent. Most of the admirable works of Dr. Whewell are succes- 
sively touched on and their prominent characteristics pointed 
out. /. 498. — Heb. viii, 5. 

/. 430. — Whewell was eight years older than Owen ; and, when this 
passage was written, was Master of Trinity College, Cambridge ; 
he died March 6, 1866, aged 70. 

/. 479. — 'Kalokagathon,* Greek; The absolute, * beautiful-and-good.* 

/. 482. — I. Jchn.iii,-2D-i. . 

/. 626. — ** Itaque M. Antonius, cui vel primas eloquentiae patrum 
nostrorum tribuebat SBtas, vir natura peracutus, et prudens, in eo 
libro quem unum reliquit, disertos ait se vidisse multos, eloquen- 
tem omnino neminem, Insidebat videlicet in ejus mente species 
eloquentiae, quam cernebat animo, reipsa non videhat. Investi- 
gemus hunc igitur, Brute, si possumus, quem nunquam vidit 
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NOTES. 



Antonius, aut qui omnino nullus tinquam fuit.^^ — Orat. ad Brut. 
•* Nemo is, inquies, unquam fuit. Ne fuerit : ego enim quid 
desidereiiiy non quid vidcrim^ dispute : redeoque ad illam Platonis, 
de qua dixeram, rei formam et speciem ; quam, etsi non cernimus, 
tamen animo tenere possumus." — ib. 

/. 645. — Parphasis. Horn. II. xiv, 217. 

/. 751 V. L 323 note. 

/. 755. — Robert Housman, A.B., Founder, and, for forty- one years. 
Minister of St. Anne's, Lancaster, died 1838. 

/. 926.— II. Cor. ii, 15, 16. 

/. 969. — Dan. xii, 3. 
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^ S^ranslatton from i^t ^nt^or'0 (Stuk ^oem. 



WITH A LATIN PREFACE. 



<>>. x)oer ' CL>^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



^txt^tio.. 



— :o: — 

Pauca de Poemate nostro licuerit praefari. Primo, de consilio 
in materisl tractanda et sententiis ; secundo, de Versione Anglici ; 
tertio denique de Ratione Metrica. Quod attinet ad subjectam nobis 
materiam, viz. de Vicibus anni, est ilia quidem multa et variis locis 
abundans ; plurimis praeterea ante hoc temporis est tractata. Nobis 
igitur, quo novum quid et idem dulcius proferre possemus, fuit ani- 
mus ex omnibus eam spectandi modis hunc eligere qui speciosus ipse 
priores fefellerat poetas. Ed autem anni mutationes ita considerate 
statuimus quoad mentes hominum afficiunt : nam secum affert una- 
quseque non solum externae speciei mutationem, sed animo quoque 
intus alia alio modo sui reditum praefatur ; sensus inspirans tales, qui 
Veris arridere risui, gaudio ^statis gaudere, Autumni tristitiae con- 
tristari, Hybernaque procellH nos cogunt percelli. Hoc secuti con- 
silium, rerum ad singulas Vices pertinentium has tantum attigimus, 
quae maxime mentes movere viderentur ; et homines igitur quasi in 
scenH una cum Naturi partes repraesentavimus agentes. Quali eventu, 
judicet doctior. Sed spes est. Aliqaa quantulacunque tandem operi 
nos usos esse, ad Collegium nostrum illustrandum, sane profuerit. 
Nunc de translatione sit observatum, non Anglicas primd Sttitentias 
conflare, post autem Graece scribere fuisse consilium; sed Graced 
et cogitasse et scripsisse^ Si autem quaeratur, quo pertineat Versio 
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ilia Anglica? Ed scilicet ut sic vim quarundam Graecae linguae 
particularum necdum Criticis (incuriis puto) observatam, et monstrare 
et illustrare occasio fieret. Nam cognitum habere quae Anglica 
ubique quibus Graecis respondeant verbis sane pretium est. Caetera 
in praesens omittemus ; sed de particulU ^de^ pauca velimus disserere. 
Habet in Homerico carmine summam quidem pulchritudinem et vim 
singularem : sed quum Graecam orationem Anglic^ Critici sint 
reddituri, quid velint isti, dicendo expUtivam esse et nugas istius- 
modi ? Revera delirant. Nam si Graece fsit magni, quid effecit ut 
Anglice sit nihili ? Fuisse in animo Poetae quoddam significatum, 
quid evidentius ? Ita non quia in lingi^i nostrsL nullae sint voces 
GraBcis respondentes, ergd hae sint expletivas. Sed si sint, multo minus. 
Jam particulsB *de' vim banc esse existimo. Quoties aliquis vel 
loquendo vel narrando vel concionando vult expressius quid proferre 
et cum quodam mentis affectu leni quidem sed dolori propinquo, banc 
particulam ^de* interponit, quo auditorem commoveat et quasi vaoxk 
detineat ; hoc modo verbum vel sententiam clarius extendens, et, ut 
ita dicam, ei tollens spectandam. Ita significatione appropinquat 
particulae admirationis *tioK,* et aeque valet quod Latine *iwo,* *cerUt* 
*quidetnj* et Anglice *ay,* *yea.^ Exempla aliquot referre et inter- 
pretari rem planius demonstrabit. 

II. vii, 360 : 

Ang. " But ay if indeed thou speakest this word in earnest, 

Then yea then the very Gods have taken away thy mind.** 

Lat. " Sed si revera quidem 

Tum immo tum " 
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II. viii, 6& : 

Ang. ** But when the sun had come round to mid heaven, 
Ay then th* Almighty Father raised his scales." 

Lat. " Quum &c. . . . turn immo." 

II. xvi, 705 : 

Ang. ** Here, whom first and whom last, Patroclus, didst thou slay. 
When thee, ay thee, the Gods did call to death ?" 

II. xviii, 20 : 

Ang. "Ay, surely now, Menoetius* brave son is dead.*' 

II. xviii, 27 : 

Ang. "Ay then they washed and with shining oil anointed him.*' 

II. xxi, 218 : 

Ang. ** For the lovely streams, ay me, are full of dead." 

Ubi notandum adjunctas particulsB '^nioV vim atfectiis pulcherrimam. 
(Eurip Hec. 195, 668 : Hor. £p. i, 3, 5. Quid mjhi Celsus agit.) 

Cf. II. xiv, 139: xvi, 705 : xvii, 202: xviii, 4, 20, 103, 125, 350: item 
Tyrt, El. ii, 20: 

Soph. Aj. 857 : 

Ang. " Yon wheeling sun, 

Ay, for the last last time I now address." 

Hec. 413: 

Ang. " Thou now receivest, ay, my last embrace.*' 

Cf. Eur. Heracl., 573: Med. 1017, 1020, 1031, 1063. 

Quod attinet ad voces 'immo,' "cert^,' Latinas, secundum banc 
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significationem, non eeque ad rem disserere est. (C£. ^n. i, 
832: Juv. xiii, 108: xvi, 9.) 
Anglica autem exempla, quibus * ay* particula vim hie sibi assigna 
tarn habet, referre et examinare magls profuerit : 

Jul. C8B8., Act z, Sc. 2 : 

" I did hear him groan, 
Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Romans 
Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 
Alas I it cried." 

Hamlet, Act III. : 

" To die,— to sleep, — 
To sleep ? perchance to dream ; ay, there*s the rub ; — 
For in that sleep of Death what dreams may come, 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil. 
Must give us pause." 

Measure for Measure, Act III. : 

"Ay, but to die, and go we know not where 1" 

Cato : 

. '* I should be more than twice an orphan 
By such a loss : 
Ay, there*s the tie that binds you." 

Sed de hac hactenus. Nunc de Ratione Metrici pauculis absol- 
vam. Non insequales et extra ordinem Pindarici numeros carminis 
sumus secuti ; sed temperato% magls et exactiores. Hi enim iterum 
parvis intcrvallis redeuntes, pulchritudini magls inserviunt et aures 
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nostri carminis numeris tantum assuetas majore delectatione affi- 
ciunt quam illi audacioris alitis vagantes. £t hac ratione vim 
utriusque conjungimus. Nam accuratius in ordinem reducendo 
numeros, non prohibemus quin magnificis et vald^ sonantibus 
Grsecse linguae epithetis utamur ; et cert^ id efficimus ut versus iis 
suaviores sonent qui Anglice audiunt. Hsec fere sunt quibus prsefatis 
opus putarimus: si lectori grata sint, gaudemus; si non, "labor ipse 
voluptas," 
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Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SEASONS. 




Springs 



^ROM heaven she comes, 

The bloom of charming spring, 
On golden pinions borne — most lovely, 
And all earth smiles around. 



II. 

From her eyes hath shone 

A flame that entereth the soul, 

That softly lights the breasts of men, 
With love's insidious fire. 
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III. 

Then blaze the passions, 

The secret flame like magic on us steals, 
The vigour of the mind it quite bewitcheth, 

The energies of thought are prostrate laid. 

IV. 

With her the voices come 
Of the sweet-breathing Zephyr, 

Wafting sweet-scented odours. 
Much soothing frankincense. 



Ay now — to the heart hath come 
A sound, as of sweet speaking harps ; 

How softly it hath spoken to the soul. 
And whispers of minstrelsy arise. 
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VI, 

The soul is fascinated, 

As the gale gently swells, 
And to the echo trees reply. 

And the sweet babbling of rills. 

VII. 

A calm succeeds ; 

Time steals his silent way ; 
Spring's gentle shining fast decays, 

And summer's brilliance is at hand. 



VIII. 

All things are now of gold, 

As lightning flashes on our sight. 

The glittering earth, arrayed in flowers. 
With rose-cups gleams around. 
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IX. 

The sun's bright face 

More vehemently shines ; 
His light sets aether in a blaze, 

His heat the hearts of men oppresseth. 

X. 

Shade now's as honey to the soul, 
And mountain coverts near the sea. 

Or where a grove, with trees that catch the 
breeze, 
Throws a deep gloom around. 

XI. 

Or where a fountain rivulet flows. 
Trickling with murmurs from the caves, 

Of some wild grotto ; — and the trembling leaves 
In forests bring on sleep. 
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XII. 

Sweet is the charming music, 

Of leafy pines that wave, 
When breathes the evening gale ; — 

It steals away the soul. 

XIII. 

Our mind is ravished, 

And Cypria, full of smiles. 
Secret enfolds herself about our heart ; 

Nor longer sweet is labour. 

XIV. 

Then is earth's fullest bloom ; 

Now in her robe of greatest splendour 
She is decked ; — near is decay, — 

So vanisheth the charm of mortal things. 
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XV. 

Next rising gloomy from the clouds, 
Of visage sad, unhappy Autumn comes, 

Bringing her fruits indeed ; — but she, — 
She takes away our joys. 

XVI. 

The tongue is silent now. 

That once so blithely in the woods, 
Awaked sweet melodies ; — 

The tongue of the Zephyr's lyre, is silent. 

XVII. 

Ay, when we cast a look upon 

The country's face, — how hath the beauty 
fled. 
Pallid it sheds the smell of death ; 

And now decay hath shewed her footsteps. 
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XVIII. 

The soul, — ^turning its view within, 
And thinking of the end of life, 

Seen in the mirror ot external things, — 
Then, ay, then, it heaves a hidden sigh. 

XIX. 

Leaves from the trees do fall. 
One after another to the ground ; 

And from us, who behold, — a tear. 
As for the fallen in battle. 

XX. 

For joys that have fled away, 
The soul, as widowed, grieves ; — 

Flowers only, — withering, — it sees — 
But it thinks of friends departed. 
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XXI. 

The south-wind blast without, 

Hath sounded tearful at the door ; — 

Like a voice from the unrelenting grave, 
The darkness of the dead. 



WSxrdtt. 

XXII. 

At length the storm of winter rules, 

Giant of terrific deed ; 
Chill with snow-driving tempests. 

Careering dreadfully, — he rules. 

XXIII. 

On his forehead sits — Melancholy, 
Of aspect lurid, — ghastly ; — 

With wings of night, 

Overshadowing his eyebrows. 
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XXIV. 

Earth shudders at the sight, 

And veils herself in clouds ; 
Trees tremble, — vanish leaves, — 

And torrents thunder as they pour 

XXV. 

Their floods, down mountain ravines, 

Forth to the boundless sea ; 
Men with amazement quake, 

Seeing the work of ages hurl'd to ruin. 

XXVI. 

Gone, ay, is the beauty. 

And the loves of summer have fled away ; 
Narcissus sleeps upon the ground. 

And at our feet sepultured lies the rose. 
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XXVII. 

Without, — the beauteous form 
Of nature hath concealed her eye ; 

But inwardly the mind hath seen 
Fancy's bright face, and smiles again. 

XXVIII. 

On her, in blooming verdure clad. 
The Muses wait in golden robes ; — 

To them she ever giveth pictures. 
Wrought with her hand divine. 

XXIX. 

Hence we behold again 

Spring's bloom, and Summer's charms ; 
Hence, while Boreas roars around, 

On us the Zephyr softly, sweetly, breathes. 
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XXX. 

She leads us back again 

To hills with leaves o'ershaded, — 
She to the streams with lilies deck'd 

Again doth sweetly haste us. 

XXXI. 

Hence with the faerie dallying, 

The desperate gloom of Winter hath 
escaped us, 
And when we look from out the mind, — 

Spring smiles again. 
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